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It's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 
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SHAKESPERE'S CITBSE. 



In crude vainglorious youth I scoffed 

To hear the poets sing : 
" Soothe with your Art-Elysium 

The ennui of a king ! 
But to what spirit that toils and weeps 

Can ye nepenthe bring ? " 
***** 
As dreams will have it, in Stratford church 

I watch when the moon is high : 
Waves of light overflowing the brink 

Of the window-tracery 
Bathe in glory a sculptured shape 

Standing the chancel by. 
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SHAKESPERE S CURSE. 

And the graven tablet seems to sound 
With a herald's clarion-tones ; 

Rising to shout its promise of " Blest 
Be he y* spares thes stones" 

Falling to mutter its menace of " Curst 
Be he y* moves my bones" 

u You mouth the prophet well," scoff I, 

" As any actor can : 
Ah ! an ' immortal dreamer ' rots 

Like any mortal man. 
It were a dainty jest, methinks, 

If one should tempt the ban." 

Lo ! as I speak, the vaults unclose ! 

And I descend to see 
Lidless coffin and cerements loose 

Invite my mockery : 
I stoop and scatter the dust : — I rise 

With the chill of a curse on me ! 




SHAKESPERE S CURSE. 

In a trance of pain I feel the loss 
Of a presence that may not stay ; 

As though the twilight- veil of Life 
From its face had shrunk away, 

And thrust at once on my aching eyes 
The nakedness of day. 

Roused by the sharp grey gleam of dawn, 
I pass through the open door — 

Scaring with frowns the senseless play 
Of a child, who fleeth before, 

As though he had seen the spirit that stalked 
On the tower of Elsinore. 

My hearth is drear : her voice rings false, 

Her spousal kiss is cold : 
Strange that our chanted marriage-vows 

Are scarce a twelvemonth old ! 
Meseems the circlet on her hand 

Ib only fairy-gold ! 
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SHAKESPERE S CURSE. 

I scan my neighbour at the mart 

With a stranger's sceptic eye : 
Why should I trust his life-long fame ? 

A saint may cheat and lie ; 
Yea, though his proud cheek flame. We part, 

With each an enemy. 

Is this my curse, and must the names 
Of child and friend and wife , 

Grate like rock-bells ringing above 
The foam of social strife 

Harsh memorial knells to me 
Of a wrecked and drifting life ? 

I shun the unlovely human face, 

As Timon fled of yore — 
Ye Heavens ! my tyrant's memories 

Will haunt me evermore ! — 
But read the story of my curse 

Hath travelled on before. 



shakespere's curse. 

The sea he sang is a sheet of brine ; 

His mountains are granite and lime ; 
The stones he heard forget to teach 

The angel-orbs to chime ; 
The elves in the forest dance no more 

To the nightingale throbbing time. 

Homeless as Lear in shine or storm, 

I hurry o'er sea and land ; 
But every living or lifeless thing 

Hath eyes to see my brand, 
And the broken chain of sympathy 

Doth dangle in my hand. 

At eve I am resting weary fee$ 

Beside a songless stream : 
Shadowy outlines throng its slopes, 

Dark in the white moonbeam : 
I know them all for the deathless shapes 

That awful bard did dream ! 
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SHAKESPERE S CURSE. 

And he, the Archimage, is there, 

A lordlier Prospero ! 
I hide my face from his wronged eyes, 

Yet, at his sign, I know 
That through my frame the legioned ghosts 

Go wandering to and fro. 

Caught in their unfelt grasp, I seem 

Selfless, passive, and dead ; 
A body that liveth to joy and pain, 

And thrills with hope or dread, 
But is all divorced from its proper soul, 

And spectre- tenanted. 

Filled with the Moor's great love, I speak, 

And one heart listeneth ; 
Quiver to see her crystal fame 

Blurred at logo's breath ; 
Leap to slaughter with wild revenge, 

With fierce remorse to death. 
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As pale Macbeth, I quench the flame 

Of an anointed life : 
Shylock, I poise my ready scales, 

And whet my glittering knife : 
Mine is Iachimo's Southern gaze 

On the stainless Northern wife. 

And of my phantom-denizens 

The strangest and the last, 
Into my shuddering brain I feel 

The Wizard's soul hath past, 
And on the thin tube of my lips 

Soundeth a trumpet-blast. 

Unto myself I prophesy, 

An uninspired seer. 
Not mine the thoughts my faltering speech 

Doth shape unto mine ear : 
The Pythoness is worn and weak, 

But yet the God is here. 

B 4 



SHAKESPERE S CURSE. 

" A passion of the mind begets 
In Nature's large embrace 

A presence, which creates anew 
Its mother's plastic face, 

And hides each dark deformity 
With colour and with grace. 

" In essence one, yet multiform, 
It spreads o'er stones and stars : 

Chants in our ears the spheric chime 
When the world's harp-string jars ; 

And fatal light from tender eyes 
With silver mist debars. 

" In Afric, as on Caucasus, 

Ite vision can descry, 
Through the disfigured lineaments 

Of dwarfed Humanity, 
Primal Prometheus as he stood 

' Mid Gods a Deity. 
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" It tunes the victim's wail, and brims 
The pathos in his eyes : 
A virtue's grim and sordid robe 

With sunlight glorifies, 
And masses shade of midnight-clouds 
On a gorgeous sin's disguise. 

" Its Janus-eyes prolong the past, 
And bring the future near ; 

Surprise with sudden gleams of Heaven 
Lids that were closed in fear ; 

Reflect the rainbow, and reveal 
A prism in every tear. 

" To the grey world its alchemy 

Promises youth again : 
With Nature's ore, the iron of Fate, 

And the rusted coin of Men, 
From out the broken Now it moulds 

A dream of the golden Then/' 
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He ceases, and my trance is o'er : 
My waking gaze doth rest 

Upon an open page, and lo ! 
The sum of all expressed : 

" I called thee to curse, and thou 
Hast altogether blessed ! " 
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EMPEDOCLES. 



Ages agone, upon the plains 

Of Grecian Sicily, 
A prophet hushed a multitude : 

" Hearken ! for unto me 
The Cosmos is a veilless shape ; 

I utter as I see. 



" The Good, the True, the Beautiful 
Are open to my ken : 
The Spirit of the World within 

My soul is denizen ; 
I hear its whisper : when I speak, 
Let the world cry, Amen ! " 



12 EMPEDOCLES. 

Night found him on the ridge of snow 
Round iEtna's crater-fire ; 

Silent awhile to watch the flames 
In fitful bursts aspire ; 

Hymning anon as fitfully 
This swan-song to his lyre. 

" For the last time, imperious force ! 

Thou callest me to see 
How earnestly the heart of Earth 

Doth find a vent in thee, 
And urgest me as Man to voice 

This dumb Humanity. 

" Thus have I spoken, knowing well 

Through me the Infinite 
Hath spoken, and 'gainst every foe 

Have I upheld the right, 
As iEtna hurls her burning spears 

Athwart the blackest night. 
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" But lest the petty needs of life, 

And common fate should be 
Food for the scorn of foes, and Truth 

Repent her choice of me, 
Take me, ye Gods, before my time ! 

iEtna, I come to thee ! " 

The depths received him. Nevermore 

The prophet trod the plain. 
True to his hope, the orphaned crowd 

Sought for its sire in vain, 
And words long harvested renewed 

Their autumn in each brain. 

Then foeman echoed friend — " He sways 

Olympian courts anew: 
Who could not pierce his mortal guise ? " 

The iEtna heard, and threw 
Its answer infidel and grim — 

A mortal's brazen shoe. 
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II. 

Did that unfaltering cry declare 

A lying oracle ? 
Say rather that his narrow sense, 

Filled by a single bell, 
Caught not the chime its unit-voice 

Lent but a tone to swell. 

Garrulous Earth hath many tongues : 
Through all her pulses shoot 

Electric thrills of sympathy : 
No noises of dispute 

Drown any voice : When iEtna speaks, 
Vesuvius is mute. 

One saith — " Plant mountains in mid-air, 

And islands in the main ! " 
Another — " On dense cities pour 

Rivers of scorching rain ! " 
Creation's fiat soundeth there ; 

Here Chaos rules again. 
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See how these prophets of the Earth, - 
Their words in open war — 

Their souls in secret unity — 
Humbly accept the jar, 

And leave the harmony to Her 
Whose ministers they are ! 
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Can we not trust the Truth we preach ? 

We speak but as we see — 
One aspect from one attitude — 

And it behoveth thee 
To cry, Eureka ! where is nought 

But barren mist to me. 
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THE SIRENS. 



A PARABLB OF THB AQK8. 



At eve Ionian music in mine ear 
Murmured the Sirens 1 songs so tenderly, 
That deaf Ulysses seemed unreai Thus, 
In the mid-silence of that night I dreamed. 



I floated in calm aether o'er a sea, 

Which stretched a shoreless tract to either verge 

Of the horizon. Restless interchange 

Of light and darkness made the face of heaven 

A woof of tissued gold and ebony : 

And bright or dull beneath its influence, 
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A flock of winged vessels skimmed the waves ; 

Each with a single mariner to guide. 

From the far morning-land they seemed to come, 

And journey toward the sunset ; yet their home 

Or bourne I saw not, nor could any see. 

But my heart moaned within me to survey 

That goodly fleet, bark following after bark : 

Beyond the precinct of three little isles, 

Set in mid-passage, none could cross and live. 

Basaltic columns lifted to the sky 
The table-mountains of the foremost isle : 
Cresting its vanguard steeps, a fortress kept 
Eternal vigil where the war-ships rode 
At anchor in the haven. On all sides 
Stretched the broad outworks of the city-walls, 
With armed sentries pacing by the guns. 
A central temple reared its marble spheres ; 
And further inland, glittering palace-towers 
Shook in the breeze defiant gonfalons. 
c 
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Set on a sheer cliff-brow above the surge, 

A throne of iron held the island-queen. 

Her feet suppressed a lion, and her hands 

Now poised a sceptre, now unsheathed a sword : 

At once a queen and priestess, stoled and crowned I 

Dark as the pine-fringe round the Alpine clefts 

Wherein the snowdrifts gather, waves of hair 

Flowed o'er her stony temples unrestrained. 

Her ice-grey eyes were hard and lustreless, 

Her thin lips settled in a curve of scorn : 

But bright and warm and effluent her speech ; 

A fount that welled imperial promises 

Of absolute domain through time and space, 

O'er heavenward hopes, and instincts chained to 

earth, 
O'er silent thoughts, and vocal energies, 
Vast as the expanse of humanity, 
In guerdon to the hero who should scale 
The topmost precipice, and seize the throne. 
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Calm in the plenitude of force she speaks, 
And waves her sceptre toward the palace-towers. 
Flushes on many a stern face at the sign 
Ambition's hectic colour. Tensest nerves 
Restring to grapple with a foe whose arms 
Are blindness, deafness, dumbness. It repels 
With smooth unyielding touch their sliding steps, 
Or drops them from its bare proclivities. 
Uncrowned heads, and fingers sceptreless, 
Drill with the tide, or moulder on the beach ; 
But none the less, a hundred daring feet 
Stride 'mid the corpses, emulous to die. 

Yet saw I some who, faint and timid-eyed, 
Shrank out to sea to grasp an easier prize. 
Fatally facile smiled the second isle, 
A mossy valley between palm-topped hills, 
Sloping with orange-groves. A slender stream 
Of silver wandered down the tracts of gold, 
And leaped in jets amid the emerald lawns. 
c2 
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Curtains of roses drooped o'er violet beds 
In many a secret bower of nightingales ; 
And luscious orchids from columnar trees 
Reached beckoning hands, that lured the step tc 

seek 
Dim-aisled vistas of enwoven shade. 
Fronting the ocean, on a knoll reclined 
A Naiad figure, naked to the waist ; 
The velvet mosses hid her mermaid limbs 
From other gaze than mine ; and beautiful 
In each perfected witchery of sense, 
Unconscious of her despotism, she seemed 
All woman, as she tossed her yellow hair 
In reckless wreaths about her pearly throat, 
Or flooded her deep bosom with its light. 
From her blue eyes such tenderness o'erflowed, 
It floated love-songs from her damask lips ; 
Each song an argosy of passionate words, 
Borne full-sailed on the wind of melody 
Into the embracing haven of the ear. 
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And as she sang, and laughed, and looked askance, 
I inly trembled at my brotherhood 
With those entranced voyagers, who struck 
Headlong upon the reefs they could not see 
With eyes enamoured of delicious death. 

Much did I marvel there were any found 
On whose cold will her burning music rained 
In fruitless prayers, unmelting the hard grasp 
That held the tiller seawards — till I saw 
Within the furthest isle a costlier doom. 
The narrow margin of its glistening sand 
Was level with the surf, and close on shore 
There stood a golden city. Roofs and walls, 
The very pavement, glowed with solid flame. 
In every burnished square a fountain shot 
Its liquid sunbeams, and each fiery street 
Updarted rays of shaft and pinnacle. 
Within a chariot drawn by winged steeds, 
Lay the barbarian Goddess of that Heaven. 

C 3 
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Gems were thick-crusted on her coarse black curls, 
Flashed a false lustre 'neath her heavy lids, 
And o'er the dusk expanse of neck and breast 
Were strewn like glow-worms on a moonless night. 
A stream of sound in sluggish accents flowed 
Betwixt the embankments of her curveless lips; 
A blatant proffer of unfathomed mines, 
Gluttonous treasuries never surfeited, 
And diamond halls, by whose intensest sheen 
The palace of the lord of light himself 
Paled to a satellite. " And more than these," 
Her harsh voice clanged, " will I bestow on them 
Who cross yon narrow strip, and worship me." 
The glistening sands are level with the surf — 
One step suffices, one — to cross ? — to fall, 
Bound by a clinging robe about the feet, 
Choked by a clammy hand around the throat. 

And thus for ever, 'neath that restless sky, 
The sea played out its tragedies. In doubt, 
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Watchful, I waited, till a deeper change, 
Transcending all vibration, seemed to pass 
Across the battle-field where Day and Night 
Strove for the mastery. The lustrous wind 
Smote many an ebon citadel of cloud, 
Sweeping the walls in thunder down the vault, 
Clearing the light-plain broader. 

Overjoyed, 
I saw its blessed reflex on the sea 
Beam with the counter-magnetism of life, 
O'er those blind drifters on the isles of death. 
A few who fell would stagger to their feet ; 
Anon a shattered bark would risk the waves, 
And some half-sunken limbs would struggle back. 

Then, after long long strife and interchange, 
I saw Night's last and blackest fortalice 
Riven asunder by the piercing Day ; 
And the convulsed atoms slowly shape 
In three chaotic mountain-heaps of gloom, 

C 4 
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Each o'er an island. Then uprose the queens, 
Stung with reluctant consciousness of fate, 
And breathed out tempests of impassioned song. 
But Death's old haunts on cliff and reef and sand 
Knew him no more. The strongest had but kept 
A lingering glamour, that sufficed to lure 
A careless dalliance, not a slavish lust 

The end approacheth, for a single bark 
Hath left that westward passage unfulfilled : 
The crowning victim, or crowned victor he, 
The one last voyager who grasps the helm. 
Blacker the denseness of the cloudy palls, 
Firmer the hard eyes, riper the sweet lips, 
Grosser the metal-flames, as he doth come. 

The morning and the evening stars are one, 
The tints of sunset like the tints of dawn. 
He hath the giant-stature of the past ; 
Primeval youth doth glow within his cheek, 
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And on his brow hath perfect Wisdom sealed 
The very peace of Innocence. A tress 
Of hazel hair is knotted on his breast, 
And heaveth with his pulses. She who gave, 
Must surely haunt it, he doth gaze so oft. 
Will he not turn his eyes awhile, and see 
Who rises from the iron throne, and speaks ? 

" Mariner, hearken when I counsel thee ! 

Not mine the wanton blandishments of Sense, 
Nor Mammon's atheistic insolence : 
Pure and God-given is my sovereignty. 

" To be viceroys of God, to feel His breath 

Kindle our souls, and prompt our lips to teach 
Clear revelations of His clouded speech ; 
This is true life, and other life is death. 

" To rule, and know we rule, to sit apart, 
Masters of Nature, swaying good and ill, 
And, unimpassioned, move or stay at will 
The puppet-passions of the common heart ; 
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" This is to reach in stature the Divine ; ' 
This is to compass Man's ideal prime. 
Lord of the long millenniums of Time, 
Climb to my throne, and make this empire thine ! " 

He doth not turn his eyes a moment's space, 
But murmurs o'er the tress upon his heart, 
" O love ! to serve is better than to rule, 
To read thy revelation than to teach ! " 

The sail flaps in the breeze : he passes by : 

And now the faint air palpitates and reels 

With vivid song-strokes round the Mermaid's isle. 

" Listen, beloved ! to thee I sing, 

Thee for whom I have watched so long, 
Hiding from others my brightest smile, 
Gracefullest dance, and softest song : 
Listen ! oh listen ! my all is thine, 
Banquets for hunger, solace for care, 
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Laughter and tears for thy joys and griefs, 
Love for thee ever and everywhere. 

" Think it not shame to cease from toil : 

Calm and comfort for thee to gain, 
Spent the ancestral ages past 

Patient vigils of restless pain : 
Come ! O heir of the centuries, come ! 

Here let me lavish their large bequest, 
Soothing with kisses thy lids to sleep, 

Clasping thee close to my loving breast ! " 

He doth not turn his eyes a moment's space, 

But murmurs o'er the tress upon his heart, 

" The treacherous calm around the Maelstrom-pool 

Deceives not him who lies, O spirit pure ! 

Safe in the haven of thy sanctity." 

The tiller seawards fixed, he saileth on. 

Hoarse with the rank satiety of gain, 

The jewelled Goddess greets him as he comes. 
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" Mariner, all hail ! I give thee honour ! Wisely 

hast thou done, 
Well beseeming the high Man-god's youngest and 

most favoured son ; . 

Blind to lower charms than mine, imperial sway, 

luxurious ease, 
Knowing that if I be thine, thine too are these, and 

more than these, 
That of all Life's palace-chambers I alone possess 

the keys. 

" Power is sweet, but Man is ruled by many a nature 

less than his. 
Joy is sweet, but brutish creatures have a keener 

sense of bliss. 
Only Man, of all, admitted to the secrets of the 

Earth, 
From her deep womb can release her latest and 

divinest birth ; 
Only he hath eyes to see me in my nakedness of 

worth. 
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" With his likeness am I printed ; at his hands I 
take my crown : 

His own beauty he adoreth when to me he boweth 
down. 

Heed not thou the false and feeble slanderers of 
my majesty ! 

What avails to worship blindly spirits that no eye 
can see? 

Know thyself, and. kneeling, rise to grasp the uni- 
verse in me ! " 

He doth not turn his eyes a moment's space, 
But murmurs o'er the tress upon his heart, 
" He that hath knelt upon the earth to thee 
Ensphered above it, cannot bow beneath." 

He passes, and I hear a sharp wild wail, 
As overhead a sword of sunlight rends 
The dense corporeal shadow o'er each isle ; 
And through the deluge-torrents of collapse, 
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I see the Empress toppled from her heights, 
The Mermaid dashed upon her jagged reefs, 
The Goddess strangled in her bed of sand. 
Then sweeps that lustrous wind across the sky : 
The victor-bark upon an isleless sea 
Doth journey westward, and the dawn is flecked 
With large white cloud-sails. As I strain to gaze, 
Mine eyes are dazed with glory, and I wake. 
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TWENTY-ONE. 



To-day a Man ! I enter Life, 

And note on either hand 
How the white chapels of young sects 

By grey cathedrals stand ; 
And senate-houses built in stone 

By palaces in sand* 



Brothers ! I ask my right to pass 
Through every open door, 

To span the girth of this thin shaft, 
And test that creaking floor, 

Search out yon dark recess, and lift 
The veil that hangs before 
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I ask, when image-vendors come, 
And press some hero's claim, 

My right to know if he hath won 
And how deserved his fame : 

Then 'mong my Lares, if I wilJ, 
Refuse to class his name. 

From childhood's long-lost innocence 
To God's far-distant shrine, 

Some journey by the banks of Nile, 
Between the unbroken line 

Of Sphinxes linking fane to fane : * 
That life-path may be mine. 

If, with stunned sense and blistered feet, 
I fall where I should stand ; 



* " At the river's edge there stand the huge walls of Amu- 
nothph's temple of Luxor. . . . Thence runs an avenue 
of Sphinxes up to the large temple of Karnak." — Sharp?* 
Egypt, vol L p. 70. 
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If in vain rage and fool's despair, 

I strike my clenched hand 
Into the dumbest blankest face 

Among that solemn band, 

And madly strive to rend apart 

Its calm unpitying lips ; — 
Must not tumultuous auguries 

Of Nature's last eclipse 
Herald from each man's Sinai 

His Law's apocalypse ? 

Yet if it might be, I would choose 

That in my listening brain 
The thunder -voiced mysteries 

Should breathe a peaceful strain, 
And vibrate my attuned heart 

To echo the refrain. 

D 
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God knoweth. May He grant that I 

Shall at the last attain, 
If painfully o'er rugged rocks, 

Or gently through the plain, 
the worthiest goal of every man, 

To be a child again ! 
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THE GIFT. 



On an April morn the hooded sky 
Drooped with a fringe of rain, 

O'er the trysting-place of two who met 
As never to meet again : 

She was calm with the strength of scorn, 
And he was flushed with pain. 



* You cannot restore my love, my troth ; 

But, if it must be so, 
I set you free from a bond to pay 

Love you have ceased to owe : 
I would only ask one smallest gift, 

Adela, ere I go." 

» 2 
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THE GIFT. 



Scarce could the mask of coldness hide 

Her bosom's tremulous swell, 
Yet in a voice like one who tolls 

Knells from a marriage bell, 
" I have nothing to give," her answer came, 

" Have we not said farewell ? " 



n. 
April's violet, June's red rose, 

And the sheaf of August wane : 
Will the lapsing year for ever lack 

That record in his strain 
Her violet eyes, her rosebud lips, 

And gold hair used to gain? 



Gain ! Ah ! Gain is an anchorite, 

And Loss an alchemist : 
Love, we say, is common and cheap, 

We have it when we list : 
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Lo ! we have dropt our dull blue stone ; 
Great Heaven ! our amethyst ! 

" Long he tarries, perchance in trust 

His value grows with time : 
Am I not glad to miss the'round 

Of jewel 'and flower and rhyme ? 
Well — it is strange how memory harps 

On the oldest, weariest chime." 

The snowdrops bloom ere the winter dies : 

Her cheek is pale as they. 
" Fevered nigh unto death," she reads, 
" A month agone he lay : 
Haply Scutari's cypress-boughs 
Shadow his grave to-day." 

And ever a bell in her throbbing brain 

Measures the rise and fall 
Of her musical, pitiless, parting words, 

Uttered beyond recall, 
d 3 
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THE GIFT. 



" Nothing to give 1 O God ! " she cries, 
" Would I not give him all ! " 

" Count me," she writes, "unworthy grief! 

With all thy manhood strive 
To loathe me as I loathe myself: 

I dare not say, forgive : 
I would yield my hope of Heaven's grace 

To know that thou dost live ! " 



in. 
Where they parted, again they meet, 

With an April sun o'erhead : 
And she is flushed, and he is calm, 

Though pain and scorn are fled ; 
Calm that the chalice of life is full, 

Flushed that its wine is red. 
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Then, as the sound of her parting words 

Season and scene recall, 
Soft on his ear and deep in his heart, 

Her bell-like accents Ml, 
" Still I have nothing to give, dear love, 
Now I have given thee all ! " 
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WITH FLOWERS. 



The mystic language that ye speak, 

O sacred sisterhood ! is clear 

To her I greet, and yet in fear 
Your fullest words are all too weak 
To ease my burdened heart, I send 

A song that knows its every beat. 
If harsh from earnestness, oh ! blend 

The music of your breath, and make the 
discord sweet f 

White lilies clustered round the queen ! 
The vestal thoughts that rest or move 
Around the crowneM soul I love 
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Are faintly imaged in your mien : 
Mix with them, should my vision stray 

Dark o'er her memory's fair expanse, 
Recall old tales of spring, and say, 

" We have known earthlings soar, winged 
by their magic trance." 

Queenliest of all thy royal race ! 

O not less dear to Love than snow 

Dawn-flushed, as emblem of the glow 
Of passion tinging virgin grace ! 
Thou fittest envoy to convey 

My costliest trust 1 Beside her cheek 
Whisper, " I heard the giver say, 

My gift a ( maiden's blush,' is all the thanks 
I seek." 
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ON ST. AGNES' EVE. 



Dream on St. Agnes 1 Eve, O maiden bright ! 

Orb in a full ideal thy crescent life ; 
From memories of the true, the fair, the right, 

Of all the love wherein God's world is rife, 
Of the day's sunshine, and the peace of night,' 

Draw thine own picture of a happy wife ! 



I have a pictured future too for thee. 

Oh ! that our dreamlands lay no more apart ! 
If on this eve some gracious phantasy 

Should blend them in one aspect, yield thy heart 
Responsive to the blessed prophecy ! 

Make me the artist, and my love the art ! 
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IF. 



If we were in love, Kate, you and I — 

(It must be admitted, a cool pretence 
That exalts my nothingness far too high 

At the cost of your delicate taste and sense ; 
But fancies which cannot be realised 

Tis often extremely pleasant to dream ; 
So quit for a moment, with this premised, 

The sober "we are " for the glowing "we seem.") 



If we were in love, Kate, you and I 
Would shrive one another every day ; 

Hiding no speck from each other's eye, 
Holding back nothing we dared not say. 







Or if, when shriven, our lips should move, 



Conscious that something was unconfessed, 

T would he that in sounding the deeps of Lot 
v 
As yet our plummets could find no rest 






If we were in love, Kate, I should learn 

The form and hues of as pure a dream 
As though you had quaffed from an Indian u: 

Some infant-spirit within the stream. 
How many a time would you pledge your far 

Yet ask me never a counter-troth ; 
Heartily trusting for life and death 

The untried strength of a single oath I 

If we were in love, Kate, I to you 

Would tell of my perilous f scapes at sea, 



* "The North American Indians, according to Chi 
hriand, lay the dead bodies of tbmr infants near eon: 
quented fountain, in the hope that their women may 
in the nattering Bo^lfi. f, — PtiaulJ t Qumttitmu Mi 
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Imminent shipwrecks, when Heaven threw 

Your silken cables to rescue me. 
Ah ! so I remember in southern France 

A rock overhanging the Midland main, 
Where the tost mariner's upward glance 

Rests on " Our Lady of Safety's " fene. 

>• 

If we were in love, Kate, you and I 

Would blend in one as the flower and stem ; 
I, at the best, but thorny and dry, 

Worthless but for my diadem, # 

A crimson bell with a honied heart, 

Curving your petals my flaws to hide : 
Alien-natured, we could not part, 

Drawing our life from the self-same tide. 

If we were in love, Kate, I should say 
All that seemed good to my wild caprice : 

Hints that I dare not intrude to-day 

You would take with a smile in those Kalends 
of Greece : 
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Fashions and codes that affright e'en you 
Must yield when the lips of Sir Oracle move, 

And I might attain to a kiss or two- 
Nay, I but said i/ we were in love. 

Doubtless mine is a wayward brain ; 

Haply 'tis time that my dream were done, 
And we must be cold to each other again : — 

Tears ? — Ah ! dearest, the jesting tone 
But sparkled relief to my laden sprite, 

But winged the shaft to the mark it clove : 
The dream hath merged into true daylight, 

Blessedly true, now we are in love ! 




CUPID UPON COKE. 



My neighbour's house hath lowering eaves, 

And where the rafters intersect, 
Its yearly nest securely weaves 

One daring swallow-architect. 
My neighbour with his lawyer's eye 

Long time ago the trespass saw, 
But knew an action would not lie : 

Possession is nine points of law. 



Beneath those eaves, rose-clusters frame 
The sweet dream-picture of a maid, 

When coming, as but now she came, 
Drawing aside her lattice-shade 
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To feed her swallow, smile on me. 

Oh ! till that moment when she stands 
Alms-dropping, how we yearn to see, 

I and that bird, her lips, her hands ! 

Beneath the eaves of her pure breast, 

Trespassing on its still domain, 
My image dares to make its nest : 

How could it ever entrance gain ? 
Amid such alien innocence 

How must it dwell in restless awe ! 
O swallow ! cheer my troubled sense ! 

Possession is nine points of law. 

Be all my fortunes fair as thine ! 

The careful eye that doubtless sees 
Thy trespass, must discover mine. 

That dragon of the Hesperides, 
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The lawyer watching o'er his ward, 
Has lost one talon of his claw, 

And yet may find his action barred : 
Possession is nine points of law. 
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FROM NAPLES TO P^STUM. 



TO THE BABON 



Often I wonder, dear Baron, if you, 

Who serving the Czar abroad or at home, 
Must have more than enough on your hands to 
do— 

(Envoy at Constantinople or Rome, 
Protocol-baiting Italian or Turk, 

Or Cossack-colonel, ahead of your men, 
Hunting Caucasian rebels, who lurk, 

With rifles cocked, in some mountain-glen, 
To favour your leg with a trifling addition 

To the couple of bullets already there) — " 
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If you, the soldier and politician, 

A leisure moment can ever spare 
To recall the journey we made together 

Prom Naples round the Salernitan bay, 
In three bright days of Italian weather, 

Seven years since if we live till May. 

We had met, you remember, in Rome, and tried 

A passage of logic, but half in play, 
Each to keep up his national pride 

On the eve of the great Crimean fray. 
Choleric, frank, and strong, your spirit 

In its sturdy, rubicund, crisp-haired shrine— 
Though I dare say your serfs would marvel to hear 
it— 

As a fellow- voyager's, suited mine. 
So encountering now in a Naples street, 

And finding our plans in unison, 
We settled a time and a place to meet, 

And started, in short, next day but one. 

£ 2 
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Poised upon steam- wings, swiftly we 

Out of the City of sunshine passed 
Beside white villas and purple sea, 

Into the shadow Vesuvius cast 
From its lava grave-slopes, fed for years 

Upon human blood, whose distillation 
Ever the Christ- vine drips in tears. 

Alighting at Castellamare station, 
And choosing one guide from at least a score 

Who awaited their prey with hungry eyes, 
We followed the trail of the serpent-shore 

Into Sorrento's paradise. 

Four Sorrentini, sinewy-armed, 

Rowed us across to Capri. Each 
Twenty Campanian suns had warmed 

Into an animal, dowered with speech, 
Beauty, and passions, but scarcely soul. 

Oh ! how unlike to my hearts of oak, 
All seated soberly, cheek by jowl, 

Pullingtogether one rhythmic stroke, 



PuUingtogetl: 
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Was that half-civilised madcap crew ! 

Starting up now with a shout of thunder, 
They darted along like lightning through 

Wave-clouds riven in storm asunder : 
Then on a sudden, each listless arm 

Wearily dropped on its silent oar, 
And the boat lay still on a couch of calm : 

Next moment the sea was as rough as before ; 
Flogged into rage amidst deafening cries 

Of " Coraggio ! vin' ! macaroni ! vhV ! " 
Till there must have seemed to a landsman's eyes 

A tide in the tideless Midterrene. 

Nothing of all Mr. Murray's lore 

Touching the pious and wicked Tiberius, 

His Spintrian coins, and a great deal more 
Equally classic and deleterious ; 

Not even the grottoes, blue and green, 

Nor the nymphs of the island who flocked to 
see us, 
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Cling to my memory like one scene 
Wherein you figured as coryphaeus; 

When thinking scorn of the tarantelle 
Specially danced for our delectation, 

You seized the hand of a peasant belle, 
And performed an extempore variation. 

To Castellamare at night retreating, 

Soundly we slept, and roundly you 
Swore next morn at the landlord's cheating, 

And, what was better, resisted too. 
Then we and the sun upclomb together 

Over St. Angelo's wrinkled brow ; 
Its wreath of mist like an eider's feather 

Fluttering down to the glen below, 
And its shaggy locks of chestnut and pine 

Parting aside to let us by. 
Far beneath us, the white foam-line 

Edged, like a rim of ivory 



FROM NAPLES TO P^STUM. 55 

On a sapphire chalice, Salerno's bay ; 

And hollowed deep in the mountain's breast, 
Torrent-guarded, Amalfi lay. 

Still, though shattered, a sea-bird's nest ! 
Little the marvel that fledging there, 

Safe from the tempest, but bare to the breeze, 
The wings of her navy grew strong to dare 

A tireless flight over Orient seas ! 

Taking the Cornice-road, we strolled — 

By sea-skirts chequered with emerald vine, 
Or studding their orange-fields' cloth of gold 

With enamelled carouba and burnished pine — 
Now where a cyclamen, wooed by the wind, 

Fled with a blush to be thought so fair ; 
Then where a lily, on moss reclined, 

Gleamed like a pearl 'mid a mermaid's hair — 
On to Salerno. 

But there, to our sorrow — 

The churlish impatience of time and tide 
e 4 
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Condemning us, absent beyond the morrow, 

To forfeit a steamer — we could not abide. 
Pffistum we would not sacrifice, 

Though a day's journey : The stern dilemma 
We solved by consenting to risk the price 

Charged for nights' lodgings by dame Maremma. 
Our host of Salerno thought us mad, 

And lent us a car as it were a hearse ; 
A vehicle less obtrusively bad 

By as much as the steeds were palpably worse, 
Impotent hybrids of want and sloth : 

The vetturino, 'tis fair to say, 
Taking in squalor the pas of both : 

Thus accoutred, we drove on our way. 



Ere we had journeyed a mile or twain, 
The golden brush of the dying Day 

Moved on its sky-palette once again ; 
And lo ! transfigured the landscape lay. 
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The horizon-gardens, south and west, 

Blossomed with violet, lilac, rose ; 
Monte Alburno's dusky breast 

Was whitened at once with millennial snows ; 
The utmost Apennine's hoary range 

Had borrowed the sable mane of night ; 
The sea-bride of heaven had dared to change 

Her sapphirine ring for chrysolite. 

But as we approached the Silarus' bank, 

The world awoke from its colour-trance ; 
A rare star glimmered, the offing shrank, 

And the marsh was gay with the fireflies' dance. 
Then passing the ferry, our slow wheels rolled 

'Neath purpling skies, 'mid thicket and swamp, 
Where fierce-eyed sentinel-dogs patrolled 

The buffalo-army's pasture- camp. 

At the " English Restorer's " libellous shed, 
You — for my hands were itching to wreak 
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A patriot's vengeance — procured us a bed ; 

Dislodging a priest, unclean, but meek, 
One of its tenants. Of those who kept there, 

Unclean and unmeek, reserved for slaughter, 
I shudder to think. Enough, we slept there, 

And awaking at four, gave thanks for water. 

Silent, we heard from each Memnon-fane : 

" The sun of Hellas hath touched my stones 
In the dawn of the world, to an ordered strain 

On the infinite scale of Number-tones : 
With the mountains my columns aspirant chime ; 

The champaign blends with my level base ; 
I move with the equable pulse of Time ; 

I rest with the constant orbs in Space." 

We departed in awe. Why blush to avow 
That then, with a seven-years , longer tether, 

We felt not a pang, as we might do now, 
When the solemn and ludicrous jostled together ? 
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This the occasion. Our horses stumbled 

At a curve of the road, o'er a loose-lying stone, 
Whereby, without warning or grace, we tumbled 

Over their heads and upon our own. 
Turning his back upon us, unheeding 

My loud laughter or your loud oaths, 
The driver, who fancied their knees were bleeding; . 

Shrieked " Son' morti ! " and rent his clothes. 
'Twas a scene where the pencil of Leech would 
revel, 

But one of its features no sketch could show — 
The warmth of your frequent appeals to the Devil, 

Which, however improper, were quite apropos. 

Onward by wilderness, farm, and village, 

Poplar-avenues, forests of pine, 
Acres of pasturage, patches of tillage, 

Miles of olive and leagues of vine; 
The villas that slept on VietrTs breast, 

Watched by the lone Gridatori-towers ; 
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Lofty Nocera's citadel-crest ; 

Cava 1 8 monastic chestnut-bowers. 
Then, ere the wings of our travel furled, 

We went on a reverent pilgrimage 
Where the dim Pompeian underworld 

Embalms the corpse of the classic age. 

Upon Naples quay, at the " Russie " door, 

I shook your hand, and I went my way 
Out of your vision for evermore : 

Out of your memory also ? Say, 
Have you quite forgotten our journey together 

From Naples round the Salernitan bay, 
In three bright days of Italian weather, 

Seven years since if we live till May ? 
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ON THE RIVIERA DI PONENTE. 



Rivals for chiefest beauty, who shall win ? 

These mountains, creed-like, with their base on 

Earth, 
Shadowed with mystery, but clear in Heaven ; 
Those glens beside whose river-beds the Dawn 
Chaseth the flying vapours, as she glides, 
Her rosy feet encrimsoning the snow ; 
Yon ocean tinged as though its Nereids 
Were gazing through the surface, which became 
A lucent mirror of their violet eyes ; 
Those lavish steeps which run to meet the waves 
With wealth of golden fruit and silver bloom ; 
This palm which sojourn eth an alien here, 
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ON THE RIVIERA DI PONENTE. 



And ycarneth toward the planets travelling east ; 
Or yet Mentone, sparkling like an eye 
'Neath lashes of dark olive ? 

Whose the prize ? 
Here comes the Sun, God's viceroy, to award. — 
Lo ! all are victors, and he crowneth them ! 
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A SKETCH. 



I had a friend who lived an eremite. 
If in his roll of Fate the page was blank 
Where should be written, " Tell me, is it right 
With thy heart as with my heart ? " or if he 
Had spoken, and there came no answer back ; 
Whether of these I know not. So it fell, 
He lived alone unto his latest hour. 
Yet often some rough-handed accident 
Hath seemed to curl his heart's mimosa-leaves ; 
And I have gathered from his eye and lip 
That the great canon of all History — 
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Dreamland is aye a morning-spectacle — 

Ruling each man and nation, had ruled him. 

But if 't were thus, and like a poet, he 

Had thrown his being into one wild cry, 

And she who was his world had stared and sneered, 

Unlike a poet, there remained still 

A world to hear his poem and rejoice. 

He read not from a pale palimpsest heart 

To any gentler auditress, nor framed 

A lyre of broken heartstrings, that the mob 

Might praise his dirges ; but with minstrelsy 

That chanted to the sick and made them whole, 

That carolled to the weak and made them strong, 

He wooed and won the common heart of men. 

He lived not like the palm-tree, self-involved, 

And crowding all his strength into the brain, 

But oak-like, spreading rings of influence, 

And reaching friendly arms to all the world. 

The jewelled vase, wherein Ids costly love 

Lay as a perfume, treasured up for one 



A SKETCH. 
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Who threw it from her, was unseated now 
To cleanse the reeking city. If by day 
That subtle breath was sweet, how sweeter far 
When wandering like a spirit through the night ! * 



* Matthew vi. 3. 
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THE YEAR AND THE SOUL. 



Passionless snowdrops crystallise 
The chasteness of the infant year : 
Tokens of deepening thought are clear 

In hyacinth and violet eyes : 

And Slimmer brings the fervid rose : 
Then, as its glow departeth, come 
The dahlia and chrysanthemum ; 

A purple wane ; a golden close. 



The cold and spotless drapery 

Of childhood doffed, let knowledge bring 
■ Caerulean vesture for the Spring : 
Love's crimson robes then wait for thee ; 



THE TEAR AND THE SOUL. 
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Enriching, when they fade, the hue 
Of Friendship's mantle. This gone by, 
Some selfless toil may glorify 

Thy spirit all the winter through. 



THE END. 
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